Section of Surgery 561 begun, namely, research in surgery". Recipients of the Halsted Fellowship have made significant contributions to surgery. I should like at this point to quote from two tributes to Dr. Halsted that appeared shortly after his death. The first is by his brilliant pupil, Harvey Cushing, who wrote: "A man of unique personality, shy, something of a recluse, fastidious in his tastes and in his friendships, an aristocrat in his breeding, scholarly in his habits, the victim for many years of indifferent health, he nevertheless was one of the few American surgeons who may be considered to have established a school of surgery, comparable, in a sense, to the school of Billroth in Vienna. He had few of the qualities supposed to accompany what the world regards as a successful surgeon. Overmodest about his work, indifferent to matters of priority, caring little for the gregarious gatherings of medical men, unassuming, having little interest in private practice, he spent his medical life avoiding patients-even students, when this was possible-and, when health permitted, working in clinic and laboratory at the solution of a succession of problems which arousQd his interest. He had that rare form of imagination which sees problems, and the technical ability combined with persistence which enabled him to attack them withf promise of a successful issue." The second tribute is by his close friend, Dr. Rudolph Matas, who said: "Modest, self-repressed, shunning the limelight of publicity, he never obtruded his personality or exploited his deeds and only referred to himself in the most impersonal way, allowing the facts always to speak for themselves. Though shy and reserved and undemonstrative, he delighted in the company of his pupils, immediate associates and a few chosen friends. With these, he was expansive, and the glow and warmth of his friendship rapidly dissipated whatever restraint might first have been imposed by his punctilious politeness and adhesion to conventional formalities. To those who were privileged to bask in the sunshine of his friendship, the true nature of the man was revealed in all its splendour." The tributes of Leriche, Heuer, MacCallum, Finney, Chesney, and others supplement and corroborate these statements.
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Were Dr. Halsted alive, I know he would be deeply grateful that the Royal Society of Medicine of London and the Academy of Surgery of Paris sent representatives to the recent celebration in Baltimore in the persons of Mr. David Patey and Professor Rene Leriche. He would be even more pleased that the Surgical Section of this august body should take cognizance of his accomplishments. Perhaps you do so in part because his inquiring turn of mind reminds one of John Hunter, whom he admired above all the surgeons of the past and for whom he named the surgical experimental laboratory at the Hopkins. Further, you may have been influenced by the similarities between Lister and Halsted, particularly their self-effacing modesty and their conviction that "the operating room is a laboratory for the surgeon". As a representative of my school and of American surgery, I wish to thank all of you most heartily, and particularly Lord Webb-Johnson and Mr. Patey, for this occasion, which your many friends in the United States and in Canada sincerely appreciate.
The Paradox of Wrlniam Stewart Halsted By W. R. BETT, M.R.C.S., L.R.C.P., F.R.S.L. IN the story of Halsted's life there are two entirely different individuals. In his younger days in New York City he had been a keen athlete; a prodigious worker, quenchless in his enthusiasm for life in all its manifold activities; a bold, rapid, spectacular surgeon; and one of the most popular clinical teachers of his day, who caught and held the most eager attention. When he went to Baltimore, the sudden change in his personality intrigued and baffled the world. He had become a recluse, aloof, shy, fastidious alike in dress andin manner. Avoiding patients, students, and the administrative burdens of office-so notoriously detrimental to the best work, instead he sought leisure for study and for reflection. He had become a meticulous, infinitely safe surgeon who revelled in all the details of operative technique. The cheerful extrovert now shrivelled men with his biting sarcasm. Few were at ease in his presence. What was this paradox of the greatest surgical philosopher America has ever produced, who in his quiet afid sometimes halting way created in his country a school, a philosophy, and a tradition of surgery, which Harvey Cushing has compared with those of Billroth in Vienna? In his New York period tragedy had overtaken Halsted and had made him a cocaine addict. The shadow of this tragedy he was to see all his life, and all his life men were to see this shadow in his face.
Soon after Karl Koller had communicated his researches on the anesthetic properties of cocaine, when applied to the cornea, to the German Ophthalmological Society meeting in Heidelberg in September 1884, Halsted and two assistants, Richard J. Hall and Frank Hartley, at the Roosevelt Hospital, New York, began to experiment with this drug on themselves. Within a year of Koller's announcement Halsted had created neuroregional anesthesia, reporting the successful use of cocaine in more than one thousand surgical operations. He little suspected at the time the diabolic effects which the drug can produce. The three experimenters did not escape. All became cocaine addicts. The two assistants died. Halsted was rescued by William H. Welch, who put him away for a year in a hospital in Providence, Rhode Island, and afterwards took him to Baltimore. Though Halsted had to return to hospital for a second period of treatment, one is probably justified in stating that he subsequently succeeded, through strength of will and self-discipline, in overcoming his addiction to cocaine.
One is probably also justified in stating that, though he climbed to the pinnacle of professional eminence and achieved both national and international fame in the world of surgery, the evil drug had forever left its mark on the man.
There surely also is an element of paradox in one of the original discoveries attributed to this great surgeon: the introduction of rubber gloves. Halsted's sole purpose had been to protect the hands of his glamorous theatre nurse, whose skin was hypersensitive to the strong mercuric chloride solutions then extensively used, rather than to eliminate the surgeon as a source of sepsis. Everyone in Baltimore in those early days made fun of gloves. Halsted himself was the last to wear them. All his life, by the by, he expressed surprise that the nurse in question should have married one so unworthy of her as himself, which, as Dr. Welch always insisted, is the correct attitude for a husband to adopt. Happily married, he passes out of the chapter, while I conclude on a personal note. In my suburban and incredibly prosaic life it is a veritable thrill to find myself appearing on the same programme as that king of vascular surgery, Dr. Alfred Blalock. Among Dr. Blalock's many wise and shrew.d sayings there is one that comes home vividly to me in relation to the famous man whom we are assembled to praise and who year by year seems to grow in intellectual stature: "It is not necessary to live too closely to great men. It is better to admire them from afar." Personal Recollections of Doctor Halsted By S. J. CROWE, M.D.
Otorhinolaryngologist in Chief, Johns Hopkins Hospital, Baltimore, U.S.A. IT was by the purest chance that I came to know Doctor Halsted the man, and not merely the surgeon. To make this clear I will have to tell the story of the sick horse. At the end of my first year in the Johns Hopkins Medical School, June 1905, I asked two friends to join me on a camping trip in the North Carolina mountains. We hired a wagon and two percheron horses, and for several weeks drove aimlessly through the mountains with no maps or guides of any kind. At night we slept in the waggon and tied the horses to trees. This was an unusually cold and rainy summer and one morning when I went to feed the horses I found one of them standing with front legs far apart, head hanging and so stiff that it was difficult to get him to move.
Here I was, a relatively penniless medical student, deep in the mountains far from any railroad or town, with a hired horse that looked as if he would never walk again. Without waiting for breakfast, a shave or a wash I mounted the well horse and, moving at a snail's pace, led the other down the road in search of a barn or some advice about what to do for a sick horse. Finally I came to a side road and saw a log cabig in the distance. An old mountaineer was sitting on the porch.
He agreed with me that this horse should be under cover and should be seen by a doctor, but he had no other suggestions. It was quite evident that his stable was far too small to house such a huge animal. I was becoming more worried every minute. To my intense irritation the man seemed far more interested in learning where I came from, where I was going and why I was driving through the mountains than he was in helping me with the horse. It finally dawned on me that he suspected I was a revenue agent hunting for illicit stills. I answered his questions as patiently as I could and finally told him I was a medical student at the Johns Hopkins in Baltimore and was here on a vacation. Immediately he became more friendly and informed me that Doctor Halsted lived about two miles up the road, that he also came from Baltimore and that his barn was the only one in these mountains large enough for a horse of this size.
Leaving the sick animal standing in the road I soon arrived at Doctor Halsted's estate, High
Hampton, which consisted of 3,000 acres of woodland, two small houses, a beautifully kept lawn, row upon row of the most gorgeous dahlias, and a large barn. It was the barn that interested me most. I subsequently learned from Doctor Halsted that he had been collecting rare and beautiful varieties of dahlias for many years. This garden was his chief delight. My knock on the door of the larger of the two houses was answered by a maid in a dainty white uniform and cap. She said Doctor Halsted was out walking on the place. I sat on the porch feeling very uncomfortable because of my dirty clothes and dishevelled appearance. This feeling was accentuated when Doctor Halsted appeared about an hour later in spotless white flannels. I told him who I was and why I had called on him. Instead of sending his stable man with me, he immediately had his buggy brought around and insisted that we drive down and look at the sick horse. That impressed me as being exceedingly kind and polite to A first-year medical student he had never seen before, but what impressed me most was the care and patience with which Doctor Halsted examined the horse after we got there. Disregarding the muddy road he got out of the buggy and for fully 30 minutes palpated every joint and muscle, and observed very minutely the horse's gait, as I walked him up and down the road. All this time the mountaineer and his family leaned on the fence and looked. They were not surprised at what they saw. For years the natives had been accustomed to call on Doctor or Mrs. Halsted when their cow, their horse or any member of their family was sick. The Halsteds never
